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HERMANj
I OB.

young knighthood.
BT E. POXTON,

Author ofi{ Premiea."
CHAPTER XV

The Ludy'n Shrifl.Concluded.
"That there should he no other camera [than in mai

nutrr] |H»»»ible far the great majority of women, eieej
,,, n,r tuin'tler department* of llfr. ia one of thro«e *oei«

.:uee* which rail loudest for remedy ".Jmkm Stum
jfiK.

fhe«e view* are every day driving di«tingui*h*<
* .d vtitrd. and rn°hu<ta»iie women into lira pale of thi
chun k, which stretches out it* arms, aud u*y», ' Com
unto y« who are troubled, ye who are idle. a ,d I w<
, ,r ,ou re*l and work : and, with these, sympathy an

r.-vrrnice, the reltgtoui sanction, diracttoti, and control
Cm! we i»d nothing 01 all this for our women' W|i
.l.nuitl they thus go out from among u»T".JMr« Jamr.o.

'

Cousttuc* wtM awakened the uext murnut,

liv that delicious sensation, which probabl
comes to most of us twice or thrice iu a lilt
time, of a heart full of happiness, waiting onl
i;,r tilt- drowsy memory to rouse itself, walk it

review its treasures, and take possession. Th
furniture of the luxurious t-haml>er around he

I tul'l her at ouee of her escape from hardshij
and toil; and then instantly rushed in th
thought of Herman. Clasping her hands wit]
an exclamation of thankfulness, she spraiij
from her bed, impatient to begin the day. Sh
looked for her clothes. On a chair beside he
hung the dreary black robe and the cross ant

ro-rarv. She turned from them with a shudder
Then, with averted eyes, she put out her hant
fur the cross, pressed it to her lips with revereu

and remorseful tenderness, and hung it abou
her neck.

" Froui this, at least, the anchor of my hope,1
; murmured she, " I will never be parted. I

shall lie on my heart till I lie in my coffin
(led grant that that may not be for many
many years! It is so beautiful to live 1 An<
if 1 wear it henceforth, not without, but within
I must also endeavor to bear it on my soul a

well as on my body. But.that robe, that blacl
uniform of celibacy and orphanage, the pall o

all his happiness and mine when last we met
and met only to part.how cau I ever put i
on again ! It seems ill-omened 1 Ah ! I eouh
uot have been worthy to wear it, or it wouh
nut look so grim to me I

ller soliloquy,wm interrupted by a tap at th
d<x»r. Annette. Mrs. Ronuldson's pretty jaunt
qsadroon maid, came in, smiling and spark
ling with delight, characteristic of her race
halt at Constance's return, and half at th
finery with which her handsome arms wer
tilled to overflowing.embroidered white skirt*

J the freshest and finest sleeves and neckerchief
of wrought muslin, little dainty caps and coif*
sin! thron of the most youthful and tastefu
morning gowns, from Mrs. Ronaldson's ware
rohe Mist is, she send me when Mistis g
to mass. Mistis she say, ' Annette, you go nov

1 asou, 'cause, if dou't fit, you got t
alter 'fore breakfast readv, mind !'

<>nc of the dresses did fit. Mrs. Ronaldso
was tall aud well formed, and it had be^p mad
rtli.-n, having just recovered from an illnes*
slo- was slenderer than usual. It liappenei
t>> Io- of the very prettiest shade of lavendei
the very hue to set off to the best advantag
< lance's clear bright tints, her black curb
pink cheeks, aud white, though not fair, polished neck and forehead. " Ky! look mori
betterer on young mistis, dan does on Misti
she sef, now,'" declared Annette; and so it did
CoustHtice always became her dress, as uiucl
as her dress did her. Pretty things looke<
prettier on her, and plain things pretty; and
she w ore a pair of gloves a single oveuing, amthrow tin-in by,one might know them afterward
by the trick of gracefulness which her daint
han i- had left 111 them.
Anuette would have dressed her hair ;>bn

-i.o itlid not, just now, much to dress. A boi
dor of jetty curls, scarcely lunger than flei
mini s own, as a setting to Her tine brow an
blue-veined temples, were all that was to b
luel and she saw Annette, in the glass, ove
her shoulder, comparing with them her o»

frizzly tresses, with an expression of sly tr
u inph. She sent Annette away. " How pnvoking!" said she to Irerself. "What wi
Herman think? It looks so masculine, an

strong-minded, and horrid! I could find it i
my heart to pull it, to make it grow quickerAnd, otherwise, I don't look so badly, for a
e.vnuu at the venerable age of two-and-twenty,said Constance, as she gave herself a graduttwirl before the Psyche. " How perfectly lovi
ly! my dress, I mean. How sweet and conaii
erate of Aunt Cora 1 How I did despise sue
trappings once, when I had thum; but bcin
discontented with them, and contented withou
I find are two different things. I should m
care for them now, however, if it were nt
for Herman. Oh, this head! how shall I hid
it ? I could almost run it iuto the sand, lik
an ostrich, I've a great mind to put on nt
contirhnn again. No, it would look too absut
with all these embroideries, and make me an

even-body remember what 1 want to forget, anhave forgotten. This little muslin Mary Quecof Scots, now, with the rose-colored ribbons
The very thihg !" .

So Herman thought, wh»n he saw hor a
lllittr «» It.ir klk.. k«,l 1'

uuc u«m uwii Lspuviiuiig euougt'ur hi in in the sombre costame, which heigheued by contrast the charms of" her vouth an
beautv j but it seemed to hitu, as well as to he
like a ghostly barrier between them, and h
was delightfully surprised to have it banishes
and told her so, as they seated themselves agaiiu the little parlor, to chat away the morniu
at their leisure.

" Borrowed plumes," answered she. M Th
dros^ is Aunt Cora's: but she has gone out t

for me now. She makes everything eaa
and pleasant to me. When I entered upon m
noviciate. 1 gave her my jewels; and she no
insists upon giving back to me, not them, for
do not want them, and it would nQt suit ni
present circumstances, nor feelings either, e:
a vlv, to wear them.but a large equivalent i
ready money. I gave everything else to tk
Church. Herman. I have nothing Idft for yobut myself."
"Nothing but an infinite treasure? Thi

will satisfy- me tolerably for the present- I ha\
between two and three thousand dollars a yea
very much at your service : and if you nee
more, I flatter myself that I shall lie able 1
earn it. It does not cost me much to keep mself." T

" 1 have learned, too, not a little to my su
prise, how little I can live upon. A good le
son, is it not?.-not the only one, I hope, whic1 have learned in my now grave school; buthave not explaiued to you yet how I came 1
enter into it. I told you that I saw the twsisters go by ? "

" Yes."
" I did not know them then. Afterwardsdid. One was Sister Mary Peter, your nurseyou understand her pretty thoroughly, I fancyagood, useful woman, though quaint and txkThe other was the very beau ideal of a sainlister Corona Bartholomew of Consola^oi^ onderful as the beauty of her form and facwere at her age, they were nothing to that <her character and lite. She always remindeine of those lines of Scott, which you read tClara and me once.don't you remember ? wwere sitting in the library :

"Wiifre, darling of each heart and eye,From all tae youih «.f Sicily,St. Koralie retired to God."
hhe was young, wealthy, beautiful, and belovedand her first sorrow, she told me, was partinfrom her family; but, from the earliest times th«

she could recollect, she used to steal away from
« her companions to kneel and pray, and loved

God beat, and wished to give herself wholly to
Him. Her parents almost worshipped her; but.
they were devout persons, too, and required of
ber only that she should wait until she was

strong enough for her duties, and old enough
to know her own mind. She took the vows at
twenty-tone; aud they gave her up with blessingsand thanksgivings, in the midst of all their
grief at the separation, that she had been able
to make so safe and happy a choice.

" The evening of the day that I saw them,
Bishop Devereux called. Oh, you must know
him, Herman. I had seen him repeatedly before,bat I was hardlv acquainted with him till

£ then. Little Jenny happened to prattle somejthing about the beauty of one of her schoolr>mates. She wished she was'as handsome. The
, Bishop is always kind to children. He took her
a up, gave her a ride on his knee, asked her why
® she wished so, and told her that, if she wished
J fbr a beautiful spirit, that was very well worth
' having ; because she could keep it forever, and
* ten thousand years hence it would still be beautiful; but, if she wanted only a beautiful face,
? hekhought she might do aa well without it; for
J it seldom lasted long, aud was often gone almost
>- before one knew one had it; and it might leave
v her unhappy at the loss of it. He did not look

towards me, or make the slightest application
' of what he said to me. (He was too well bred
e for that, though he is one of the most sincere
r and penetrating persons I ever saw, and can

,..n i .l l. :e _..l. v:.. r.._
p mju juo numf iruin.s enuugii, 11 jwu uim iui

e them.) But his words seemed to wake an echo
in me; and, before I knew it, out came some

' simple little speech id confirmation of them.
? 4 Yes, indeed! I belieye, was all I said. He
e smiled good-humoredlv, as if he was halfrpleased, naif-surprised, at my earnestness, and
j mused a few minutes.

44 Mammy came and took Jenny, to put her
to bed \ and then be drew his chair up beside

J mine, and devoted himself to my entertainment
t for an hour, showing himself not like a priest
t then, but like a high-minded gentleman, scholar,

philosopher, and man of the world in the best
sense of the term.that of a'man who knows the
world, not by being led blindfold by it, but by

t. seeing through it. He is a man of both worlds,
in short. Though he never forgot the gentlenessand courtesy due _from man to woman,

' he gave out his mind as freely in talking with
me, as if he had been conversing with an equal

U in intellect and information -, and that, Hersmau, is, I think, the rarest compliment which
[j your sex ever pays to mine. [A compliment

too, Miss Constance, which, as the bishop was
shrewd enough to know, an intellectual girl

' seldom fails to appreciate.] He did not tire
t me out, as some men who consider themselves
i 4 gifted in conversation' do, by hurling big
^ theories at my head oue after another, as fast

as 1 could parry them, or haranguing solemnly
and endlessly on one subject in a drawing-room,

e as if ho was in a lecture-room, nor keep the
y floor to himself. On the contrary, he took care,

I could see, to make me bear my full part. He
listoned respectfully and apparently with in''terest to me, and then would either clinch my

e ideas with one pithy, pointed sentence of his own,
e or attack them playfully, and make me defend
i, them before he would yield. In this manner

-g we ran, sometimes a-tilt, sometimes abreast,
through a long course of literature, sculpture,

' painting, and music; while I did not know
l' which to admire most, his wit, eloquence, inI1*. A! I J! 1 1 A a I A
i- lonuauim, ureeumg or uenevoience. jh iasi

o we oaine upon architecture, where he had to
have the field to himself, for I knew nothing of

'J it; Init he begged leave to bring some fine
photographs, which he had, of foreign cathendrals, for me to look over, and gave mo a descriptionof .St. Peter's, and the Miserere in the

( Sistibe Chapel, which perfect poem.' I
j dreamed of them all night!

" That evening had been a sort of oasis in
J the dry desert of my life. When it was over, I
| was surprised to find how cheered and inter'ested I had been-*-carried out of myself, or

rather into someth^g like my old self. I
H remember, when I 'woke the next morning,

dull agrain, and hopeless as usual, 1 said to myself,Now I know exactly how those old saints
j at Jerusalem, who ' came out of their graves
, and appeared unto many,' must have felt, if they
j were put back into them again. The bishop

came again, however, the very next week, and
v brought his magnificent photographs ; and Aunt

Cora and I drew him on, by our interest and
lt attention, to give us quite a charming lecture
r upon them, full of antiquarian lore, and of that
r sort of enthusiastic reverence of which he is so

j .full. After that, he was here a good deal. He
had been Aunt Cora's director ever since she

,r was twelve years old, and was therefore quite
n iutimate in her household. Either she, or his
p own penetration, must have given him a hint
y that all was not quite at peace within me, and he
U was as kind and attentive to me as a father to

a suffering daughter.
u

" At last, she gave Jenny a children's party,
i and invited three or four of the grown-up sisters
n of the smallest children to accompany and take
> care of them. Jenny wanted a fortune-teller;

kl and Aunt Cora gave Annette five dollars to get
j. herself up a costume like that of the Sybil in
j. the drawmg-room. You have no idea how well
I, she did it, nor how picturesque sho looked. Wc

gave her a little mother-of-pearl and gilt cas,ket, with two compartments in it, one contain)t'iug little scrolls of colored paper, with fortunes
written on the inside for the boys, and the other

|e similar ones for the girls. As, of course, she
;u could not read, we told her to pretend that she
[V could not speak, and merely to give out the
.j papers in silence, as the children marched bejtorrt her for thom ftnn ntirl . oo ol»« AlA

u , - > ""C M.U, »CI J
(j deftly and prettily. Aunt Cora hid hor in the
n recess of a window, with the purple curtains let
) down straight before her to the floor; and

through them, I suppose, she availed herself of
n the privilage of peeping, till the cloc\c struck
u eight; when she parted them, and stood reveal,ed, gorgeous ana mysterious, creating an im(jmense sensation.
r

" Aunt Cora hoped that I would write the
J fortunes.a couplet of amusing doggrel for
j each would have been enough ; but I put it off
^ for two or three days, forgot it, and did not

think of it again till Annette came with her
emptv casket, at five o'clock on the fated after1Snoon, when I had a headache, and was just go0ing to dress. I sat down for half an hour, and

1V scribbled off twenty or thirty as fast as I could ;
v but then 1 had to go to mV toilette, and left
w poor aunty in the lurch, to And tho rest where
[ she could. She was disappointed ; for she expected,at the least, forty little guests ; and what
*_ naif of them had, the other half would be sure
n to want; bfit she took it kindly, thanked me,
(e and said that perhaps, as a last resort, Uncle
u Henry would write some. So I left the businesson her hands, and thought no more about

it. When the time came, however, the supplyof little orange, purple, scarlet, and green parpers, seemed inexhaustible; and some of them,1 fouhd, when the children brought them to me
M to read, had verses in them prettier than mine,

or I thought than any Uncle Henry could
write, and in a hand I did not know. When
all the children knew their doom, Annette satloaned to Aunt Cora, and withdrew, after givjjing her the casket. It was not even yet empty,

j In the bottom there were several envelopes of
,a gold and silver paper; and she gave them to us

,Q older girls. Mine had within it these lines
written in that unknown hand : [Constance's
memory was a perfect library. She could

j usually repeat any passage that struck her par
ticularly, either in poetry or prose, after reading
it twice or thrice.]

) ' Maiden fair and proud,
Tboa. amidst the crowd,l>Movest like a thing apart,

1.With a pare, bat e«ld; cold, hear^.'
. Like yon clear cold river

By whaae tide the aapens ihiver.
>1 and the elm* their drooping green,

d Hold aloft its front to screen
From the hot intensive sua ;° A.itd wlid-rosem, one by one,

e Peep with umid, blushing, grace,
In its cool-.mpassive face,
While It gaes unm gering by.
Lonely in i.s mmj'ny,
Thankless, self-involved, sedate,
la its hat and shallow cute

1; 'Maiden, would*! thou know
W here mat river'* I »w
Grows bov high and deepfWhere it, from the steep

Of it? rocky pride, doth stoop
To w«i the lip? of flower* that droop
In the lowly valo beneath?
There opal cloud* it* beam) wreathe ;
The heaven* thai *ee it straight fling down"1 heir striped rainbows, for it* ero - n
And its abasement saeaks in thunder.
With such a voice, lb»t all men wonder,
And the rooted earth d-tb shake,
And an answering murmur make.
' Would*! thou be so high?
Bow ta charilyTo the bumble»t near thee.
Those who need, yet fear thee!
Then shall clouds, if they surmand.
But adorn, with rsiubowa er wued,Thy bcaveu-watched, p>eateous, bouuteou* life;The world, amid it* sellish strife,
AruUrfH thy pa<h snail leel a thrill
Of wottder, murmur, and be still;Wbile with a grand unearthly voice
Thy long-mute being bid* rejoice
The heavenly Shrpbtird's pauung flocks,That bleat along the thirsty rocks,And, even in thy laddmt hour*.
Thy tear* revive God's drooping flowers'

I had time only to glance at the first words
then; for I was wanted to play Magical Musir
on the piano for the children. When they were
gone, 1 stood under a chandelier, and read the
whole, once, twice, thrice. It surprised and
puzzled me, and gave me a glimpse of myself,such as 1 had never had before. I had no objectionto being told that 1 was proud. (1 think
wt» are many of ua more vain of our faults than
of our virtues, Herman ! Just as the courtiers
overlooked Prince Nosey's pretty other features,and said to him, 4 It is a most princely and becomingthing to have so hugo a none!' Satan
says to us, 4 It is a most becoming thing, and a
proof of a peculiarly noble nature, to have so
fastidious a sensitiveness, reserve so invincible,haughtiness so unapproachable, and so sovereigna contempt for all those less favored bybirth, fortune, and education, than ourselves 1
In short, arrogance, quickness of temper, and
exclusiveness, are the indisputable patent of
inherent nobility !' and, as with his royal highness,so it is with us: until we acknowledge
our blemishes to be blemishes, we cannot be
freed from them ; and that is the reason, I suppose,why so many of us carry them with us
into the other world, and, vPfien it is too late,when our tleshly disguises are stripped off, beholdourselves, and are beheld by others, uglyfiends.) However, there was a rather different
view from mine taken here of my pet peccadillo.4 Cold 1 self-involved ! thankless !' If
those little adjectives were intended for me, I
thought them specimens df pretty plain speaking; and it was not every one from whom 1
was disposed to take them in good part. Then,careless and hurried as the versification was,
thore was a suggestion in the last stanza which
startled me like a hidden door suddenly openedbeforo me, through the blank stone wall of my
iuiuro, snowiug mo a long solomn vista, lightedfrom above ; and at its end lay paradiso. While
I read, and wondered, and ponderod, the bishop,who had been present in his most genialmood all the evening, merry-making and making
merry, like a playful sheptierd among the little
lambs of his nock, spoke at mv elbow:

u 4 The answer ol the oracle? Cannot youmake it out ?'
" 4 Its words, but not its meaning, nor its

author. Can you help me, sir ?' said I.
44 He took it from me, and slowly read it to

himself. 4 So this came to you!' he said at
length. 4 A coincidence 1 as your enlightenedProtestants would sAy. What a superstitiousold Catholic like me would rather call a providence!'

44 4 You have seen it before ?'
44 4 Certainly j I wrote it,' he replied, with the

utmost frankness. 'I.came in at twilight, to
make arrangements for the magic lantern, as 1
promised Mrs. Roualdsoa, and found her in
perplexity about tho fortunes'

44 4 Which I promised to furnish, and forgot'

44 He bowed and went on, ' That fact she did
ntfl think it necessary to mention. I accept
your candid confession as your penance, and
absolve you. I wrote the required number,and this among them '

44 4 And thought of me?'
44 4 I have often thought ofyou lately, and with

much solicitude and sympathy. \ou do not
complain ; but it is the duty ofthe physician of
the soul, as well as the physician of the body,to learn to interpret the dumb signs of speechlesssuffering. My skill has seldom been so
baffled as in the study of your case. It cannot
be a common one, for you are not a common
woman. Without some aid from you, I shall
never, I begin to fear, understand it. Of thus
much I am certaiu : girl as you are, you are
passing, alone and in silence, through griefand
uesjmir wuica nngni unve a strong mail mad ;and 1 am also sure that, if you would allow me,1 could relieve and save you, because the holychurch has halm for every wound. However,if I had known that these verses were to fall to
your share, I might certainly have toned them
down to advantage. " Flat and shallow ! " yourstateliness is anything but that; I must have
been thinking of the river, rather than of you,when I wrote it. 1 had no right to say anythingof the sort to you. I was hurried, and had just
come from the confessional, and forgotten to
lay aside the trick of plain speaking ; and, iu
short, you will forget the unlucky scrawl, will
you not, and forgive an old friend for an unintentional,acknowledged, and deplored offence ?'
said he, with touching humility, crushing the
paper to a ball iu his hand, and taking aim
with it at the fire.

" ' No,' cried I, springing forward to interceptthem, ' I cannot find it in my heart to
waste things so precious as forgiveness and forgetfulnoss.1 will neither pardon an imaginaryoffence, nor forget u prophecy so far above myhopes or deserts. ' Right ?' you have a rightto say anything to me that I need to hear; or,if you have not, I will give you one! Speakplainly to me ; I can bear it. Faulty I may be,
uinst be, but not weak.or, at least, not altogetherweak ; for, as you have seen, or I would
not have told you, I know how to suffer, and to
suffer in silence. Flatterers are many; friends are
few. Probe my heart, if you will.but gently,

, for its wounds have rankled long, and satisfyyourself that they are incurable. I will endeavor
to welcome the pain, for the sake of the charitywhich prompts you to inflict it.'

" He paused and considered. Then he said,1 When can I see you ? It is too Tate to beginanythiug to-night.'
" ' Name your own time. All times are alike

to me now.'
"'Poor child! No, I will not. To know

when I was coming would only make you nervous.Let me call when I can. I shall be
particularly busv all this week, but perhaps in
the course of the next, or the week after, I
may find you disengaged. If you are not, you
can send me away again. You are not at all
subject to sudden illness ?'

44 4 Not at all.'
44 4 If you should be ill, or meet with any dangerousaccident, you would not fail to send for

me instantly ?'
44 4 Thare is no one on whose sympathy and

support I should more confidently rely.'44 4 Nor any t)ue to whose rescue 1 should
hasten so anxiously. Seud after me, wherever
I am. I shall leave word at my house, wheneverI leave it, where I am going, until I have
seen you agaiu.'44 He was so very kind and solicitous about
me, that he found time to call the very next
morning. Not expecting him, I was sittinghere alone, in doleful consultation with a dictionaryand a grammar, trying listlessly to puzzleout a page or two of Cicero dt Seneciute. I
had learned a little Latin at school; and I had
taken it up again since my conversations with
him had stimulated my mind with a vague idea
that it was a good thing to do, and a dignifiedway of getting rid of my time. At first it was
rather awkward. He waited for me, and I forhim. He looked at my book. 4 Latin ?' saidhe : 4 Do you like it 1'

44 4 Frankly, no. Less than any other languagethat 1 ever studied. There is so rigid,petrified, and crystallized a regularity in theforms and terminations, and such utter seemingconfusion in the arrangement of the words. It is
so dreadfully unlike Lnglish, that it makes mefeel both home-sick and spell-bound. It often
reminds me of a frightful dream by which I
was once tormented when a school-girl. Theytried to teach me geometry; and I believe 1
fairly fell sick of it. At all events, fall sick I

did, from what cause soever; and, as oflen a:
I could lose myself in a feverish slumber, 1
found myself iu a wilderness of mere huge, hard
gray granite cubes, pentagons, hexagons, hep
tagons, and octagous.every block that I look
ed at successively having more aud blunter an

gles, and huger and blanker sides than it
neighbors.piled up to the sky, around to tin
horizon, aud down to the centre. At last, whei
I had fully possessed myself of their grim indi
viduality, and they themselves of mine.foi
they ail seemed to watch aud crouch for un
like so many biind but seutieut Sphinxes, the}
began to stir and tumble grittiiy down over on<
auother, and finally over me ; when the hard
blank, horror reached its climax, and I awok«
screaming.'

[to be continued.]
[Copyright secured according to law ]
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JASPER: A ROMANCE,
BY EDWAHD SPtXCER.

VL
Hove Mr. Classic Changed His Lodgings.
When we apply the epithet " Bookworm " U

Plato Classic, A. M., we have sufficiently char
acterized him. Books, their production am.

their consumption, their age, condition, ani

current price, were his chief, almost his whole
concern. Secondarily, however, this matter o

price involved him in certain other relations
Price and value, those stumbling-blocks of the
economists, relatively equalized themselves ii
Plato Classic's thinking far otherwise than the}
do at the Bourse. A book's price was a thinj
he did not consider at all; its value to himself
for merits perhaps recognisable ouly by himself
was the point of view he acted from. Money
notes, gold, silver, what are they, in comparisoi
with this glorious manuscript, this superbly-illu
minated Black-Letter, this rarest Edilio Erin
cepst The merest inconceivable dross to a sun

lighted Golconda 1 What if I do, like Deside
rius Erasmus, want a new coat? Have I no
far greater need of this new Exegesis ? Wha
if the butcher do refuse further credit till hii
bill be paid ? Is meat to be preferred befon
this Critical Examen ? By no means, and s<
the money (of which there never had been a

any time an exceeding great store) slippec
away faster even than the books came in, anc
Plato dined in a threadbare coat upon tea am

crackers, while, daily, new volumes cuinberet
his shelves.

This could not last. He was in debt, and
though he could do without meat, the butchei
would not do without his money. Plato's house
keeper, also, a faithful enough woman, founi
that, however she might like her place, it wai

impossible for her at once to do without monei
and without food. So one day she roused on

bookworm out of his studies, and, dusting the
room with a vehemence that nearly smotherei
herself as well as Classic, propounded to him t
clear and plain statement of the case.

" You see now, Mr. Classic," said she in con

elusion, " this won't do. If things go on in thi:
way, you will starve. If you don't pay the bills
more promptly, you will not get anybody U
trust you ; and if you can't get anything to eat
I want to kuow what good all this lumber's go
ing to do you ?" And here she banged awnj
so energetically with her dusting-cloth, that sht
tumbled a heavy, musty-looking folio prone U
the floor. Mr. Classic sprang to his feet in terribh
dismay, picked the volume reverently up, wipecit off with great care, and restored it to its place
exclaiming the while.

" For Heaven's sake, my good woman, de no
do that again. Be more moderate and circum
spect. That book, so roughly handled by youis worth its weight iu gold. It is the famou:
Florentine Homer, published under the auspice:of Loreuzo the Magnificent, and edited by tb<
learned Demetrius of Crete, Anno Domin
fourteen hundred and eighty-eight. It is a mon
urneiit of the typographic art, and the only perfeet copy in the country."

" I don't know what sort of monument tha
is, Mr. Classic ; but all I've got to say is, if tht
book's worth its weight in gold, you'd bettei
sell it, and pay your just debts; if you don't
you'U be a monument. Why, the people begii
to talk about you real shameful even now; auc
it does look bad to see a minister of the Gospcthrowiug his money away in tomfooleries, whei
he can't even lay by enough to pay a butcher':
bill and buy himself a new coat."

Mr. Classic groaned piteously. Evident!]that new coat and that butcher's bill were fre
riilent for tliu r\f mneKu Mpu

,
J ; .»«»

Keyes's volubility.
" Mrs. Keyes," said Plato, spiritedly, " no one

shall have cause to complain that I have dealt
unjustly with them. Let me hear no mora o!
this. That butcher's bill shall be settled next
week; and as for my coat," eyeing that garmentwith affectionate regard, "I consider that a

matter in which I am entitled to consult m)
own seuse of propriety."

Mrs. Keyes hustled out of tho room, very
much miffed indeed, and Plato, afler several
unsuccessful attempts to read, laid bis book
down, and, lightiug a pipe, went out into his
shady garden to soliloquize among his tlowers
his invariable custom when laboring under an)
mental perturbation. This was a trulr lament
able state of things, thought our poor Plato, that
a man of his habits, one who had but a single
luxury, and was in all things else frugal even tx

parsimony, a man, too, of property.should havt
to deprive himself of the one source of pleasurehe had in life. Truly sad it was, indeed, to see

aspirations so limited cut short by want ol
means. Yet it is always so. If we conquei
one world, we cannot find means to get at
another. If we desire a quarto, we must con
fine ourselves to an octavo or a duodecimo
Ah, life, what is it but a series of disappoint
meats and rebuffs ? or, if it suit you better, a
series of corrections and reproofs ? But because
we go into the fire, are we therefore purged ol
our dross, and converted into gold of hundred
carat purity? Pshaw! we singe our hair, and.
get ourselves wigs forthwith.

Plato, we have said, went into his garden.
Thither he always resorted in moments of angei
or impatience, or when he needed in any way
to be calmed or consoled. He thonght of his

farden as Bacou wrote of it: "God Almighty
ret planted a garden; and, indeed, it is the

purest of human pleasures; it is the greatest
refreshment to the spirits ofman; without which,
buildings and palaces are but gross handiworks
and a man shall ever see that, when ages grow
to civility and elegancy, men coitne to build
stately, sooner thau to garden finely; as if
gardening were the greater perfection.' It was

the worthy pastor's chief delight, after reading,
to walk among his flowers, watch their growth,
their bloom, their maturity, foster them, and
cultivate intimate and friendly relations with
them. " God's gift to man in that first grandj__ -l . '» i. u "cl.
gaiuuu airy ne would Shv. t umntakablyintended for man's delectation, as the
heaven-beauties of the deep-blue sky were.
Which position is sustained and indeed establishedby our modern science, which, searching
carefully among the fossiliferous products ot
the earth, has found no rose, though plenty of
Kosaeeae, antecedent to man. A very significantfact, sir, and one that teaches more than
all Dr. Paley's Natural Theology. And shall
we try to transfer their beauties to the buttonholeof an exquisite, or the Bohemian vase of a
coquette? Never.it a perversion of God's
gift." (It is probable that Plato would have
modified his views on this subject, had he
chanced to witness the queenly way in which
Jasper's mother was wont to wear the proud
Camelia over her ear.) It is no wonder that
Mr. Classic loved aud was proud of his garden.
He was an excellent botanist, instinctively
gifted with an exquisite taste in such matters,

9 and by care and labor during many years had
I bean able to get together a very superior col- th
, lection. In point of fact, Plato's garden was to
>- the complement of his library, and his passion O

for dowers the complement of his passion for sn
books. His tastes were emphatically micro- to

i cosmic. He like to view the world in speciimens, parcelled and labelled. Through his
1 book* he was wont to commune with humanity's gi
- great heart, and in philosophic ease count its
r pulsations and measure its emotious ; to listeu er
» dreamily and with reverence to the utterances tfc

of great men, whose personal Jpreseuce would gl
» have embarrassed and awed him. Through g<
, his lowers he was brought into communion
j with Nature as he loved her, rather prim and to

in full dress, but honest and quietly smiling, hi
The forum suited him not, nor nature's sublime m
moods, but to view them afar through the mi- ci
croseope of book and flower, this was his delight, erNow, however, as he walked in his garden, at
in the time of the "sere and yellow leaf," the lil
glories of his Nature in petto were temporarily hi
passed away. He could not now, as in tne glow wi
aud life of June, walk among leaf and blossom, m1 Iji!. » « 1 * - * *"

uMMfag 10 mem as to old friends, plucking in
awa*»Tk dead leal' bore, smoking to stupefaction g«
a piratical bug or caterpillar there. In a con- i H

, genial mood to the desolation about him, Plato th
walked in his garden, and pondered over his et
affairs. re' Mr. Classic's parish was a small one, a verv in

1 small one, and his people were even poorer in tli
> spirit than they were in numbers. Tho fact is, m

j. Mr. C. was not a spirited preacher; he wrote th
sufficiently well, possessed an admirable style

* for an elaborate essay, and was a man of much
i penetration in erudite matters, but his manner
i and delivery were very bad, and he had no more

idea of the requisites to a popular sermon than
Mrs. Keyes had of the Porsonian type. Con>sequently, when he assumed his parish, the ves>try had effected a compromise with him. They
were not to complain of his oratorical deficien- -7
cies, of which he was humbly conscious, and

x he, on the other hand, was not to call upon U)

them for any salary, except so much as he 8

m igbt require, over and above his income.
Tins, the vestry said to themselves, was enough

- and more than enough for a man of his habits;and so it would have been, could he only have kl

( gotten the upper-hand of his bibliomania. He
wan the owner of a verv nice little farm of sotne 11

1 two hundred acres, for which he got a very 7(
t good rent, and on which his parsonage was
» built. But books were more fascinating to him "J
, than thoughts of houris to tho dying Moslem, a(

and his rents were usually gone before the first P1 quarter of the year had passed. In the extrem- <*1
1 ity to which the sharp words of Mrs. Keyes had a>

1 awakened poor Plato, he immediately recalled P4
1 the &rms of his bargain with tho vestry. Surej1y, here was an occasion just such as was conternplated in the agreement. He had not previouslycalled upon them; this was his first em1barrassment, and they would of course only ask a

r him to name the amount of his requirements,
. and pay it over immediately. With thoughts
. as complacent as these, therefore, did Mr. Clas- sti

sic attend the next meeting of his vestry, and P1
' lay his case before them. There were eight 111

f solid well-to-do members of his Hock present, t(
1 1.1 1 '» <"

r nuj uuu ui wiiuui vuiiiu iiiivo given riaui a

j check for the amount he asked, without feeling
, it at all. Not so, 4»owever, did they act. They hi

afikod time to deliberate, and, to do bo more |"1 freely, requested Plato to walk about for a while, 'a
and leave them to themselves. Bewildered, hj

. our learned man retired, and the eight speci- P
mens of solidity, with intelligent glauccs at each 01

1 others' faces, began to compare notes. The ro- ,r
J suit of their consultation was this : ai

t It is likely Mr. Classic will requirer a salary 8<

henceforth, unless he sell his books aud cease I"
to purchase others. He is such a poor preacher st
that it will be next to impossible to raise a o)
maintenance for him from the parish at large, p'

} Therefore, the burden of his support will tall J11
> upon rs of the vestry. Consequently, (a legiti- e'
' mate sequence, this, when the pocket is touch- 'J11 ed,) wo ought either to require him to sell his '
> books, and live within his income; or, we ought 81

to secure a minister eloquent enough to preach1 a salary out of his congregation. Q. E. D. tl1

Many a poor fellow has been driven to the
y wall by just such a course of reasoning as this. ®
3 A more innocent, unsuspicious man than t::
' Plato Classic never lived. He had no ideas '1(
J whatever respecting business.uot by anyi means do we intend, however, thnt the reader S1
- shall conceive of him as belonging to the Har- w
- old Skimpole order of genius, for he was as high- v<

toned and honorable as he was unsuspecting. 88
1 but, still, there was a refined delicacy of feeling l''
> about him, a something intuitive, thut answered! rt
P tn itluAU <tl lliii L!n/#onit i' a >i/l mttnlr > *»<
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. other men acquire by contact with the world, la
' and these qualities must have been terribly t0
1 dulled, indeed, if he tailed to be wounded at the *a
1 way in which his vestry received him, on P1
i being summoned back into their presence, lie H

felt that many of the questions propounded to f
him were personal, and meant to otfend him, Sl

' as.What is the amount of your debts? What at

is the amount of your income? What are the
necessary expenses of a man of your habits, hi
liviug as you do? Then, what becomes of the ol

> balance of your income over your requirements ? m

t Are these books necessary to you in your pro- hi
f fession as a minister of the Gospel and rector I"
t ofa country parish ? Have you, then, any right 'e
' to call upon us for aid in the purchase of luxu- al
' ries, and such luxuries, too, as necessarily tend ®

' to divert your attentiou from parochial duties ? *h
Ought we to pay these debts, so needlesslv and Wl

t improperly incurred ; or, rather, ought not these cr
I books, these causes of your difficulties and em 8t

barrassments, these vanities, so unseemly in a Ju
' man of your sacred office, to be first forfeited.
> thus giving you the power to rodeem your credit sn

' by the same means which have done it injury? 'K
Artfully enough put, these queries were, but Pl
Mr. Classic broke through their meshes with a

> hashing eye and an iudiguant hurst: ,1(

> u Enough, gentlemen, euough. I will pay he

my debts myself. Sell my books, indeed ! At to
least you will credit me with the fact that 1 hr
have not indulged myself in these ' luxuries' and <'a

f these 4 vanities' at your expense. Sell my hi
" books, indeed ! " de
t And he retired from the meeting very much

heated and exasperated. The vestry had verv ^
effectually 44 brought his nose to the grind- * *

stone,*' but he was a man of too much spirit to *h
permit them to keep it there. That very even- a"

ing ho put into the post otfice, directed to the lni

vestry, a letter resigning his charge of the par- va

ish, and, strange coincidence! on the following
morning received one from that respectable
body, expressing their expectation that he would be
resign in favorof a younger and more active foi

'

man. th
He was not tardy in complying with their up

wishes. He had for soma time had a standing at
offer for his farm in cash, and this offer he now tei
closed with, received the money, paid off all his ha
creditor*, dismissed Mrs. Keyes with a blessing foi
and a largesse, and made preparations for his so
immediate removal to the city. There was one opdifficulty attending this, however, that occa- ch
sioned him very great perplexity. His books hii
he was to take with him, and there they were,
most carefully and affectionately bestowed in
those boxes.but his dowers, his precious, his hit
darliug dowers, what was he to do with them ? he
He could not take them with him to the city, bo
but he could not sell them, nor give them away. m<

No, indeed; he would as soon part with his books
as with these jewels. He was happily relieved F1
of his perplexity, however, bv one of his parishioners,a young lady, Miss Ruth Congreve by m<

name, who had recently become a frequent vis- an
iter of his, and whom he had been instructing di<
very pleasantly in the mvsteries of botany. This

I lovely maiden was suddenly become a very as

(Perdita ;n her love of dowers.of
'Thoo* bright mosaics, that with 'toned beauty, in
The floor etfeature temple tesselate "

Miss Ruth, then, being skilled in the science', aj,
art, and accomplishments of horticulture, was ba
able to save poor Plato much anxiety. For, ^
when on paying one of his last visits at the jn.
Cottage.about the only place he frequented,
as Gilbert Congrere's was the only spirit congenialto his own in the whole parish.he men- qj-,
tioned the difficulties he was in, his repugnance
to the sale Qf his dowers, and his unwilling- pr<
ness to leave them in strauger hands, his su,

charming pupil spoke up immediately :

u Why, Mr. Classic, if you will trust me with
iem, nothing will give uie more pleasure than
be their hostess, and attend them for you.

ur garden is large, and has a warm expoire,and there is room in my little conservaryfor the more delicate plants."Plato's eyes fairly glistened.
" But, my dear young ladv, they will be a
eat deal of trouble to you,f" Oh, no indeed ! I love to attend to flow's,and, besides, 1 need occupation, to keep myoughts busy, now that".she paused and
anced at her father." now that you are
>ing away, and my studies discontinued."
And this arrangement being thus satisfacrilyperfected, Plato packed himself up, paid
s parting visits, preached his farewell serou,and removed, bag and baggage, to the
ty. Here he rented furnished lodgings, largetough to accommodate his books and himself,id settled down forthwith; entertaining the deDerateintention of preparing for the presss long-coutemplated and deeply-ponaeredork, " Additions and Emendations to Hcran'sDe Metric, with an Excursus upon errors
the received opinions in regard to the Dinntua,and how far it is to be traced in the

outeric Poems." What! and is all this study,is diving "deeper than ever plummet sound
I" into antiquity, but preparatory to such a
suit, to something that hath not life enoughit to breathe one slightest dew-drop upon
e most insignificant cornea, of that mightyirror, humanity? Why not? Head what
>e poet says:

" Thai low man ««rks a little thing to do,See* it, and doe* it;This high man. with a ureal ihinar in n«n>«
Die* ere lie known ItTkatlow man goe* on adding one to one,Hi* hundreds soon hit:

This high man, aiming at a million,Misses an unit"
Let him go on, then, telling us how to read
treidh# te Fanax, etc., and the philosophyereof, in quietness; he has fouud somethingdo, " and he dueth it." Go thou, and men
tall not blame thee if thou dost likewise.
But Mr. Classic's money bothered him. He
id some few thousand dollars remaining to
,m from the sale of his farm, and he did not
iow how to dispose of it. Doubtless his greatork would pay him a handsome income, when
came out; but the day of publication was

>t uncertain, and he must have money in the
iterim. So he would invest it, and in stocks,
f which method he would probably be able to
Id to the sum, perhaps even double it. The
xir innocent! into what a great spider web
d he then venture his weak wings 1 Such
) Plato should be hedged withiu somo com
mud of books, from wheuce it shall be altoitherimpossible to leap out, as farmers fence
it their scarlet-hating bulls in rutting time,
st they do harm to themselves or to others.
Well, Plato placed his dollars in the hands of
broker, and receiving in return certain welllgravedcertificates of stock in an unprecemtedlyprosperous Mexican mining coinpauy,it down in great conteut to his work. This
rogressod slowly, but surely, said he, " and slow
id sure is the only way for the genuine scholar
work."' Then he wanted some more books,nd his balance of ready money went to pay for

lein. Somehow, in a few months, his debts
id grown more rapidly thau his maynutn oyiu ;
e was improvident; his bookseller's bill was
irge, and so was his landlord's. Doubtless,
y this time, the prophesied rise had taken
lace in the mining stock ; so ho offered a share
r two for sale, expecting to receive enough
om the increased value to pay off all his debts,nd then to reinvest the balance. Alas! his
rip was only so much waste paper. He was
enniless. Why prolong the tale? Thunderruckat first, he recovered hope as he thoughtF his book. A few days, and he would comlet«the first volume. The publisher* would
imp at such a work, so learned, so clear, so
egant in its display of critical acumen. Hut
0 oue would even look at his MSS. One pubshorinformed him that the style would not
lit the public. Had be any popular sermons
at could bo put together uuder some takingtie, as il Balm for Bruised Hearts," " The Dew
'Hennon : a Series ofSermons ofConsolation,"
c., Ac, ? Plato remembered his recent bitter
iperience. Popular Sermons! He shook his
?ad sadly. Religious memoirs, then ? deathidscenes of Godly youth, of sainted female
jirits? Such things were all the go now, and
ould pay him well, if he could catch the propersin. But Plato knew uaught of liumauity,
ive through the medium of books, and he felt
lat it was beyond his power to compass the
iligio-sentimental style. He was in a desperaterait. The bookseller wanted his pay. The
ndlord could not afford to wait longer. What
do? Everybody suggested his books. The
ndlord got an auctioneer to appraise them
rivily, and continually dinned in his ears the
o him enormous valuation set upon them,
he bookseller offered to guarantee him a large
1111 upon them, even to make a considerable
Ivatice, if he would authorize their sale. But
iat was impossible. Sooner his life-blood thau
s books. And he delved away more industrilslythau ever at his work, trustiug to find a
arket for it somewhere, and finally relieve
mself. Meantime, he hoped to supply his
esent necessities by reviewing for certain
arued journals to which he intended making
iplication. But this did not suit his creditors,
agnum opus was a myth in their eyes, and
ey much questioned whether review-writing
ould be responsible for more than tea and
ackers. So, while ho worked, thev also beirredthemselves. They put their bills in court,
dgment went agaiust him by default, exeeu>nswere gotten out, and our poor bibliomaniac
vaked one fine morning to find his darling
loks in the Sheriff"s hands, and advertised for
iblic sale on a certain day.
A more miserable man than Plato Classic
iw was could not uasily have lweii found. His
>oks were wife and children, bread and meat,
him. He had j>arted with his flowers, but

>w could he tear himself from those dearer beusomore constant companions? His very
ood would dry up into dust, if he had to live
barred of their familiar presence. But what
is to be done ? He wandered about the streets
;e one lost, asking himself that question contually.andfinding no practicable answer. Even
e magnum opus was laid aside for the present,
id the wretched bibliomaniac, almost a real
aniac now, puzzled his distracted brain with
inest considerations in regard to the question
ways and means.

Only one day more, and his darlings were to
torn away from him ; were to be exposed herea vulgar, iuappreciative mob ; to he rudely
nmbed by dirty hands; to be cried andjested
on by a coarse, vulgar, auctioneer. Seated
his desk, poor Plato was engaged in an atrnptto draw up a list of those he wished to
ve spared ; a most difficult and painful task
r him who loved them all so well; and he was

deeply absorbed that he did not hear the door
en, nor the rustle of female garments, until a

;ar, beautifully-modulated voice accosted
in :
" Do I interrupt you, Mr. Classic ? "
Then he turned, and beheld a stately lady in
i room.a very stately, handsome lady.who
Id out her hand to him, and before whom he
wed humbly, exclaiming, with embtrrass?nt:
" This is an unexpected pleasure, indeed, Mrs.
eming."
After a few words of commonplace, Jasper's
Dther drew from her card-case a strip of paper,d, handing it to Mr. Classic, asked him if that
1 not refer to him ?
Poor Plato! The tears came into his eyes
he read the advertisement." Sheriff's sale
valuable books I" aud he humbly answered
a.1 no a?
me amrmauvc.
" Are you, then, selling your books ? I have
* ays thought, from what I have heard my husndand my-.and Jasper say, that vou were
> much attached to them ever to think of partXwith them."
Selling them from choice! Poor Plato!
u No, madam. I am compelled to sell, in
ier to pay my debts."
" But 1 have always understood that you had
aperty enough to make you independent of
rh emergencies ? "

Mr. Classic's few confused words sufficed to

give Mrs. Fleming an inkling of how matters
stood. She uttered some phrases of condolence,told him not to be too much annoyed at his misfortunes,and then rose to go."I will see my lawyer, Mr. Classic, and gethim to call upon you this evening. 1 think it
quite probable that he can manage to save yourbooks from being sacrificed, if you will allow
him to govern your actions. He is an excellent
man of business."

' Anything that I cfcn conscientiously do, Mrs.
Fleming," said Plato, oveijoyed at this new hopethat came to him in hishourof darkest despair." I will willingly, gladly do, and, madam, 1
sincerely thank you lor your kindness and counsel,whatever the event."

Then, as he opened the door for her, he asked.
M Have you heard from Jasper yet, Mrs.

Fleming ?'
The stately, handsome ladv grew slightly,

rerv tditrhtlv. mlc mwi nmholilo t,.,- ..t...
been ofr, one might have noticed her JingeruuiUwhiten, so tightly constricted seemed her
hands, but she answered, in an unchangingvoice.

u I have not, Mr. Classic."
44 Arearou not uneasy at his long silence?"
44 No; in a measure, I was prepared lor. it.

The lawyer will call at, say six o'clock, Mr.
Classic, lie cannot ootne sooner, as he dines
with me. You will be disengaged?"44 Of course, madam."

" That will suit, then. 1 will trouble you to
hand me to my carriage," said Jasper's mother,leading the way down stairs.

[TO UK CONTINUED.]
BUCKLE'S BELIEF.

This is the creed.let no man chuckle.
Of the great thinker, Henry Buckle:
4'I believe in fire and water,
And in Fate, dame Nature'* daughter;
Conaciouaneaa I net aside.
The ditsecliiig-knife'* my guide
I believe iu gleam and rice,
Not in virtue, nor in vice ;
In what atrikea the outward sense,
Not in mind or Providei.ee;
In a atated courae of crimen,
In Macaulay and the Timti.
Aa for truth, the ancients lost her.
Plato was a great impostor.
Morals are a vaiu illusion,
Leading only to confusion.
Not in Latin nor in Ureek
Let us for instruction seek;
Let us study snakes and flies,
And on fossils fix our eyes.
Would we learn what we should do,
Let us watch the kangaroo;
Would we know the meuta! inarch,
It depends on dates and starch.
I believe in all the gasses
As a means to raise the masses.

Carbon animates ambition,
Oxygen control* volition;
Whate'er U good or great in men
May be traced to hydrogen;
And the body, not the soul,
Govern* the unfettered whole."

DEATH OF ROBERT OWEN.

Our despatches by the^Europa announce the
death of Robert Owen.at one time, perhaps,the most famous mau of his day. He was in
the eightv-eighth year of his age, having been
born in Wales in the year 1771. He distint'uishedhimself quite early at school, but before
te was eighteen he engaged in the cotton
manufacturing business, into which ho was instrumentalin introducing the machinery of
Arkwright, then a great improvement. His
factories, called the (Jhoritou Mills, were situatednear Manchester, and became very lucrative.
But he was induced, after a few years, to removeto New l.muirb, between Kilinbnr<rh and
Glasgow, in Scotland, where Arkwright had
founded a number of factories, in connection
with David Dale, an enterprising and benevolentman. Owen married the daughter of Dale,
and was takeu into the partnership. His sympathiesin behalf of the working-classes concurringwith those of Dale, they commenced
together a practical reform in regard to their
dwelling-houses, their hours of labor, and the
education of their children, which was conducted
for some ciiue under such fluttering promises,
of success, that it attracted the attention of philanthropistsand statesmen in all parts of the
world. As there were more than a thousand
persons employed in the mills, about half of
them under eighteen years of age, a fine field
was presented Tor the display of their benevolentactivities.
Owen succeeded, we believe, in shortening

the duration of the children's labors, and in
enabling them to attend his school, where the
intellectual system, as it was railed, or the ays-
tern of teaching by objects, was first put in
prnctice. In the evenings and on Sundays the
nrlllltd 1VOPG Kv Lotunua oloiiota <!'«»-
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grams, and books, so that the place noon put oil
a scholastic air, quite unusual in the mamifae-
turing towns of Scotland or England. Ab Owen
instituted, at the same time, a police Vhich,
though it was carried 011 without punishments,
was rigid, his community was regarded as a
model community. He himself considered it so.
and he began to commend it as an example lor
all the earth. The late Duke of Kent, lather
of the present Queen of Great Britain, became
very much interested in Mr. Owen's experiments,and through his influence the aristocracy
and clergy of England lent him their countenance.But, unfortunately, Mr. Owen connectedhis sehome lor the practical improvementof the working clasHes with certain religiousand social doctrines, which soon deprived
him of the support of those eminent orders.'
Adopting a grossly materialistic theory of lile.
he held that men were entirely the creatures of
circumstances, and that all that was necessary
for the thorough regeneration of society, was a

change in its external conditions. Improve the
circumstances bv which the child is surrounded,
he said, and you improve the child.

There was enough of truth.and of the most
important truth.in Oweu's theory, to com
mend it to the attention of the world, and par
ticularly of the classes for whose benefit it was

specially intended. He was considered an
oracle by thcu>, and, indeed, the fame which
he acquired, and the reputed success of his
practical scheme, attracted towards him the re-

gards of sovereigns. The King of Prussia, we
think it was, sent for him, and consnhed him
in respect to the establishment and managementof model villages in Prussia. He lived,
also, on terms of familiarity with the King of
France, and he made several voyages to Mexico,at the request of the Government, to introducehis reforms into that country.
On one of these visits, in 1828, he requested

from the Mexican Ministry the control of the
States of Coahuila and Texas, for the purpose
of testing his system ef social organization on
the largest scale. But, as those provinces were
not within the gift of the Ministry, they offered
him, as an alternative, a district of some hundredand fifty miles in breadth, on the Pacificcoast,north of the Gulf of California. Mr.
Owen, for some reason or other, did not accept
it, and it is curious to remafjf that, if he had,
the gold mines of California would probablyhave beeu discovered twenty years before thev
were, and Mr. Owen become the richest man in
all the world.
The richefl, however, would not have tempted

him from the prosecution of his scheme, iu
which he was indefatigable, malting in behalf,
of it many voyages across the ACantic, visitingthe crowned heads and great Ministers of Eu-
rope, and the Presidents of the North and South
American Republics, writing in die newspapersand periodicals, and lecturing before associa-
tious and meetings. He was enabled to do all
this, because his manufacturing experiment had
brought him a fortune of hall a million of dollarsand more.all of which, we presume, he
expended in his various benevoleut projects.

in 1825, Mr. Owen purchased New Harmony,
in Indiana, which was owned by the Harmonists,a band of German socialist^, under Raup,
(since the founder ofEconomy, mjnr Pittsburgh,)
and he made a trial of his system there, with
the assistance of his son, Robert Dale Owen,
now our Minister at Naples. .For a while, we

think, it flourished, even beyond the mark of

1

Western towns generally, but so fur as it was a

new experiment of social life, it failed.
MA Owen was the author of several books 011

social science, the principal of which were the
'? New Moral World," wherein he discussed his
doctrines at length, iu a simple and uupretend
ing sjyle, but with considerable clearness and
vigorl* lie was, in fact, a monomaniac on the
subjdbt (<f socialism ; he talked of nothing else,
wrotu ofinothing else, lived for not'-mg else; i

and, in almost any other cause, might have
compelled success. Even in that he would have
suc< ended to a much larger extent, if he had
not connected the practical provisions of it with
an erroneous philosophy, and an avowed disbeliefin Christianity, "fhe latter, however, towardsthe close of his life, he yielded, through
the influence, it is said, of the " spiritual " com
in unications.

Mr. Owen's last work was an Autobiography,
which abounds in the most interesting details
of his career.
He was a man of the kindliest nature, sincereand truthful, and of the most unreserviiig

generosity, both iu his judgments of men and
in his couduct towards thetu. Nothing ever
ruffled his temper; nothing could abate his
energy; and, though he failed in the chief obijeiWol hi* long and busy Lite, ii must still bo
said, to bis credit, that he did more thau auy m
other man towards directing the attcution of societyiu England to the melioration of the con
ditiou of the working classes..A". }'. Kvf.

. i si
CONSUMPTION. ;

1>R CHURCHILL'S D1&COVKRIK8
' |An interesting paper on tho successful treatmentofthis dreadful atlectiou, and the allied di«

eases of scrofula, tabes mesenteries, etc., by the
hvpophosphites of lime and soil a, has just been |presented to the Academy of Sciences, by l)r.
J. F. Cburchiil. It has long la-en known that
among the inorganic or mineral substances
...i.;..i. ..1.

Inuivii cuvct IMVfJ IIIU 'T UIU|AK)1V1UU UI UiC inwv,
phosphorus is to ho mot with in considerable
quantities, but chemists and physiologists are
as vet unable to decide whether it is found only
as phosphoric acid ; that is, in a state of completeoxidation, and as such uo longer liable to
he burnt by the oxygon of the atmosphere (as,
for instance, iu the mineral matter of bones,)
or whether it also exists iu a lower state ofoxi- '

dution, and as such capable of keeping up the
slow combustion which constitutes one of the
principal phenomena of lite. Opinions upon
this point are very nearly balanced, the eelebra
ted Liebig, for iuatance, stating that it is im
possible to decide the question iu the present
statu of chemical aualvsis; while his chief dis
ciple ill England, the late Dr. flregory, professorof chemistry at Edinburgh, declares that it «

is absurd to suppose that phosphorus can exist
in the animal frame in any other condition than
as phosphoric acid. Dr. Churchill, by a series
of scientific deductions, which it would be foreignto our purpose to examine, came iu lHod
to the conclusion that not onlv was it necessary
to admit that phosphorus existed in the body
iu an oxidcable or combustible condition, but
likewise that the proximate cause, or at least
an indispensable condition to the existence of
consumption, or tuberculosis, was the undue
waste or tin: deficient supply of this principle,Hem e he drew the obvious inference that the
means of curing the disease consisted in the
restoring of the deficient elements. For this
purpose it was necessary to select some com

pound of phosphorus, which should he at the
same time oxidizable and assimilable; that is,
capable of entering into and forming a part of
the svsleni. These conditions were found t.>
exist in the hypophosphites above mentioned.
Dr. Churchill's views were first made known
last July, iu a paper presented to the Academy
of Medicine, and subsequently embodied in a
work on i*ousUiii|)lioli, n llicL *i>p«:«fwl in Octo
ber. Siuee then, the author bas continued and
extended his researches, and his recent comma
nicatiou to the Academy of Sciences is founded
ou the observation of forty-oue cases. He administersthe hypopliosphitori of lime or of soda
in a small quantity of sweeteued water, in doses
varvimr from live tn tui iltv irruiim duilv m w. .t->i

iug to the constitution of the patient and the
nature of the case. The cure of consumption
in the second and third stages (at a period,
conseuuently, when there can be no uucertaintv
as to the nature of the disease) can he obtainedin ail case* by this treatment, except when
the existiug lesion of the lungs is of itself sufficientto produce death. Coutrary to the opiniongenerally received, the third stage of con

''

sumption is, all other circumstances being
txptal, uiore amenable to treatment than the
second. Hereditary predisposition seems in no

win to counteract the edict of the hy|x.>pho- i
phites ; patients in whom it was most stronglymarked recovering as rapidly as others. 1 he
paper has been referred by the Academy to a .

committee, (insisting of Dr. Serres, Andral, and
Claude ltfrnurd, and it is highly desirable that
these gentlemen should lose as little time as

possible in verifying whether and how far Dr.
Churchill's views are founded in truth, more

particularly as the author states that the retne

dy discovered bv him has not only a curative
efleet, but will, if used wherever there exists a «

suspicion of the disease, prevent its develop
inent, and thus act as a preservative with
regard to consumption, just as vaccination does
with regard to small-pox. It is alreadv extensivelyused throughout the whole of the continent,and favorable results have been already
obtained in France, Germany, Italy, and Spain,
as well as at St. Petersburg!) and Constantino
pie. We tuav also state that in conseijuence
of Dr. Church ill's discovery, the manufacture of
the hypo|)ho8phiteH in Paris has already attaineda considerable degree of iui(>ortance, where
as before they were applied to no use, and were

only to bo found as chemical »|>e4'imcns in the
laboratory. These facta alone, Dr. Churchill
contends, are at least a presumption that the
remedy i^fouttd to be of lienetit. Should am
of our medical readers tbel inclined to iuvesti
gate the skbject, we may state that Dr. Churchill
lias established a public dis|>ensary at No. H
Kuo Carrey, near the Ecole de Medicine, when-
he lectures every Friday, at half past ten.. Ga!
ij/Hanfa Mts*tn>jer.

From the Nanhville Patriot.
A ROMANTIC WEDDING.

During this season of matrimonial progressioniu this vicinity, there is oue circumstance
that is worthy of aoticw, or, at least, "

somethingnew uiiuer the sun.'' On an evening not
long sincfe, Miss B., a beautiful young lady, wasengaged to marry two gentleman at the same
hour, Mr. G. aud Mr. M. At the appointedtime, these two hnnefiil lords of <.res»i.^> >» .!..

their appearance, ready and equipped with law
ful credehtials, no doubt each exulting in hi*
good fortune ay being the "chuseu of her
heart," and around hia vivid fancy played etherialheiugn, that pictured to hia imagination" field* of Kden and skies of light." The Rev.
Mr. W. was engaged by botli of them. On tin*
arrival of the parties at the bride's house, each
claimed her hand, to the utter astonishment of
the other, and valiantly contended fur the prize.The parson had a private interview with the
contending parties, aud, finding they could not
settle the matter satisfactorily, suggested that
they leave it to the public decision of the bride,
to which they at leugth agreed. She was apprisedofthe fact, and accordingly met them both
in a room tilled with guests. Rev. Mr. W. then
told her Unit Mr. G. and Mr. M. were present,and presented claims for her hand in marriage,each baling license to that effect, and she must
now, iu the presence of these witnesses, decide
which should be the favored one.

u Tbsrr ihey Hood aide by ude,
The hndrgioomt and ibe blushing bride ;
Around brr f r». ao fair and tight,
A iptllru robe of simple white ,
A bts'h her brighter brow o'erapread,
As she bravely raised her bead and said,"

" 1 believe I teiil lake tke ont with the 1 vallate *

jacket oil."' * This being her decision, Mr. G.,
being rejected, withdrew while the ceremony
was performed as solemnly M the occasion
would admit. This being over over, Mr. G.
felt that he bad at least one request to make of
the bride. 80 he presented himself before her
with au assumed air of all-ovur consequence,

I


